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Author's Notes: 

There might be more chapters but l'm posting only this much for now. Maybe this fic can serve as something 
like a reverse Advent calendar, for post-Christmas. | hope nothing here is too "Hard Kinks" for you. Yes, the 
title is deliberate. Assume DL tours up until a day or two before Christmas, although not every chapter wil 
be centered around that holiday. 


-2017 


"Got you a little early Christmas prezzie." Joe had made the announcement out of nowhere, as their very own 
custom tour bus flew through the night, somewhere out in the most desolate country of the American 


southwest. 


"Pink fluffy handcuffs, Joe? No way." Sav rolled his eyes and tossed his hair to express derision but his tongue 
flicked out to wet his lips, giving away his interest. 


"Why not?" 
"Because it's silly. We're grown men - we don't do pink and fluffy. | mean, how gay are we?" 


Joe, naked by now, blinked like he'd been slapped He sat down next to Sav who had sprawled out on their bed in 
the re-done back lounge of the bus, just as naked but covered to the waist by a fluffy white blanket, before 
the handcuffs appeared. He could never keep his hands off in private, and was already running one hand up and 
down Sav's bare arm. "You know it's not so cut-and-dry as that. | don't care to use that sort of label, the 


world is a lot more fluid these days" 
"| know but. pink? And fluffy?" 

"What's wrong with pink?" Joe queried, mostly for the sake of argument 
Sav still looked unconvinced. "Says the man who wears black" 


"Right now I'm not wearing anything." Two blue eyes of slightly different hues confirmed and encouraged that 
fact. "Besides, Steve had a pink guitar, remember? Look at us, pushing 60-" 


"Says youl" Sav interrupted, but Joe steamrollered right on. 
"--married men with kids, but still hot has fuck for each other. Why are you suddenly concerned about it?" 


Sav shrugged with one shoulder and picked at the blanket. "We've been hiding it in plain sight for so long. The 


world is a strange place. Sometimes I'd rather just, | dunno, retire. Stop this madness." 


Not prepared for that answer, Joe goggled at the other man, seeing as if for the first time the lines on his 
face, an entirely respectable body that was not, however, the version from their heyday thirty years before. 


Still, Joe was not deterred. "This madness pays the bills. If | must answer you in the terms you used.. about 
gay enough to where | enjoy touching every part of you, sucking your dick, kissing you, rimming you, sleeping 
with you, holding your hand, not necessarily in that order. You like me doing it to you, you do the same to me, 


and you like that, too. And pink handcuffs." He bent down and took Sav's hard pink nipple between his teeth. "Oh, 
yeah, and these. So, about that gay." 


Sav hissed, and arched up, his chest expanding with the next breath. Always the more reticent, he answered 


the declarations of love with a succinct, "Fine. Suck a little lower!" 


A hot tongue trailed down his belly to his groin, from there to the tip of his glans. The next thing he knew, 
Sav found himself cuffed to the rings set into the walls, soft fluffy pink fur very gentle on his wrists and 
ankles. He hadn't really believed Joe would do it; usually the frontman just blustered and teased till Sav gave 
explicit consent. "Matching shackles? Where did they come from?" he inquired. 


‘Oh, you know, online. Buy two items, get one free." Joe's eyes had gone slightly crazed, raking up and down 
Sav's flesh, helpless to whatever he wanted to do. 


The first thing, apparently, was a thorough tongue-washing for Sav's balls. If he could have moved, Sav would 
have writhed all over the bed while his sac was licked and nuzzled, finally enclosed for an exclusive spit-bath. 
The studs in the wall creaked dangerously as he pulled. His erection was leaking into his navel and he was 

sweating enough that his face and chest were starting to shine. The room's temperature rose to nearly that 
of Joe's filthy, mobile, suction-y mouth. "Oy, yeh mad bugger, what was the third?" Sav gasped, trying not to 


cum in less than three minutes. 


Long hair flying, Joe reared up between his legs, sort of positioning and displaying himself. "Look..." Sav looked 
where his lover was pointing. Yep, sure enough. Fluffy pink cock ring! 


"You're going to pay for this!" Sav threatened, or promised. 
"Not scared," Joe replied before he bent down again. 


-2018 


Joe was all nerves, not like him but it was the first gig of this year's tour. Sav had sequestered himself in a 
curtained-off corner of the dressing room, near the wardrobe chicks’ station He hadn't actually been seen by 


his bandmates for hours, since right after sound check. 


‘Sav! Ten minutes till curtain," Joe called out. There was no answer. As king of the castle, Joe felt no 
compunction walking in after a cursory knock There stood his lover, glaring at him defiantly. A new addition 
this year, his little dressmaker knelt before him, blushing, but probably only because of the compromising 


position, which it really wasn't because Sav was fully dressed and in order. 


Joe just laughed at the diorama in the tiny room stuffed with racks of stage-wear. Sav was like one of Billy 
Squire's greatest hits and everyone knew it (including Sav) but they didn't practice any sort of sexual nepotism 


on tour these days. "Pink, huh?" 


Sav's expression changed to a knowing smirk. He pushed up one sleeve for just a second, long enough to flash 


something pink and fluffy around his right forearm. 
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Author's Notes: 
Fucking with a time-honored traditional Christmas poem. Sav's mood swings from silly and irreverent and 


maybe a little drunk to contemplative. 


-2021 (if there had been a tour) 


Joe could almost have been the narrator of the time-honored Christmas poem, Sav thought. He himself wasn't 
much of a ‘Ma in her kerchief, but Joe, tucked in under a heavy hand-made patchwork quilt in an old- 
fashioned striped nightshirt, fit the bill. Whatever ‘cap' the author had had in mind, Joe's was straight out of a 
Dickens adaptation. A soft, wide band hugged his shaggy head, the long tail of the conical cap folded to one side. 
A mellow glow of low light came from a table lamp, not a candle; the shadows didn't flicker but still made 
sharp contrasts in the hollows and ridges of Joe's profile. 


Sav studied the hands that held a colorful hard-cover book: a musician's hands, a father's hands. Like the book 
itself, they were a little worn and scuffed, and well-loved The father missed his child tonight, the little boy of 
yester-years who had loved the traditional childhood tale. Sav could relate. The young men their kids had 
become hadn't quite reached an age to indulge their fathers again in those outgrown rituals. Any mention of 
grandchildren made Joe make decidedly immature rude gestures, something Sav didn't feel similarly about. 
Another thing he felt acutely was the edgy pang of Joe's melancholy. As his partner, the weight of Sav's 
responsibility rode heavily upon his heart, kind of like the extra weight that was settling like sparkling, liquid 
sand through the hourglass at the juncture of his thighs. Wasn't that how his feelings for Joe most often 
tended to announce themselves? It wasn't that Sav necessarily thought forlorn was cute, he just knew he 
needed to do something to cheer up the man nestled all snug in his bed. See? Not a word recited yet and it 
was already getting to him. 


Waiting until Joe looked over at him, Sav cocked a hip and raised his arms, pulling his long-sleeved rugby shirt 
overhead along with. He ran his hands though his hair in a pretense of straightening it, and then, leaving his 


flannel pajama pants on, slid smoothly under the covers. "Gonna read me a story, Joe?" 


The sheets were cold on his side of the bed, which was Sav's excuse for moving close enough to touch. Joe 


didn't take the bait, still lost in his thoughts and daydreams. 
"| found this before we left for tour. Read this every year, well, during those years." 


It had only been a year for Sav, but he didn’t say it aloud; it was part of their own personal past. "So, read it 


to me now." 


Joe looked at him again, peering at him as if Sav hadn't been physically present till just now. "Really? You really 
want me to read to you?" This was turnabout for them. 


Not knowing how to mitigate the moment, Sav shrugged. "Sure, why not? You're here, I'm here, you seem like 


you want to.." 
Joe's head turned forward, toward the opened pages, then tipped back. His mouth opened, his whole being 
paused, and he laughed. "Ah, Sav... | think you might want something from me besides a story!" His thigh 


muscle flexed once. 


Sav, being in an opportune position to feel it, came to the realization that he'd been unconsciously rubbing up 


against that bare leg, "Sorry" 

"Don't be. A little boner is just the thing to get me out of this mood” 
"Whaddayah mean, ‘little’? 

Joe chuckled, “It's growing. 


"Tis." Sav ground down once, twice, his lower body primed to hump all over that leg or whatever else was 


offered. He made himself stop. First things first. "Just read, huh?" 
"Right, if you'll let me!" Joe took a breath and focused on the opening page. " Twas the night before Christmas 
and all through the house, not a creature was stirring" though something was, under the covers, "not even a 


mouse..." 


"nor Joe's pubic hair," Sav cut in. His fingers inched up Joe's leg, encountered nightshirt, and inched some 


more. 
"Behave yourself, Sav," admonished Joe. "This is a serious moment. Er... it was, anyway." 


"Ah. Serious." Sav removed his hand. The fact that Joe had to remind him - both of them - was proof that 


he'd found some success in cheering Joe's doldrums. 
".. The stockings were hung-" 
"Well hung, like Joe," Sav stage-whispered. 


"-by the chimney with care, in hopes that Saint Nicholas soon would be there.. snug in their beds.. visions of 


sugarplums.. | in my cap.. long winter's nap" Joe's voice rolled along evenly for a few lines. 


"Not a nap, a shag!" came another not-so-unexpected interruption. "Long winter's shag." 


"Doesn't rhyme, Sav." Clearing his throat, Joe picked up the thread again. "When out on the lawn there arose 
such a clatter, | sprang from my bed to see what was the matter" 


"Bet he looked silly, hopping around with his willy bouncing.” 


Joe glared emphatically and, Sav decided, overdramatically. Ignoring a mutter about, "..butt in more than any 
five-year-old." Sav grinned his best shit-eating grin and reached further up Joe's nightshirt. "Well, well. What 


do we have here..? ‘Arose such a clatter?" 


"Dammit, Sav!" Joe's eyes rolled back and his hips jumped a couple times as familiar fingers wrapped around his 


hard length. 


"Aren't yeh gonna finish?" the Brit questioned, keeping his voice somewhere between encouraging and taunting. 


He knew exactly how to twist and stroke and circle with his thumb. 


| might... finish... like now!" Joe managed through clenched teeth. He'd lost his place, which seemed less 
important now than allowing Sav full access to the leaking glut of dammed-up fluids at his groin. He tried from 
memory, his tone going higher and tighter and squeakier each syllable. "..on Dasher, on Dancer, on Prancer and 


Vixen- 


That was it; Joe's capacity for speech was lost in a gasp as Sav climbed on top of him, his fully filled-out cock 
out and purple-red, trapping their erections between them. “Yes, yesssss..!" Rolling his hips, Sav took over the 
narrative in his lower range, "O Phillip, oh Richard, oh Vivian, oh Joseph..! Oh god, Joel" And from below was a 
chorus of "Fuck, Sav, fuck.!" Even their own names gave way to ecstatic groans. Joe wrapped his long legs 
around Sav's waist and grabbed his ass in both hands. This position, this act, triggered some latent memory in 
Sav - he leaned down and caught Joe's lips, tentative, tasting and touching only with his tongue-tip. 


A thud told him the book had hit the floor. Now one of Joe's hands was scrabbling up his torso for his nipple 
and even the foreknowledge of that made Sav's balls tighten to the point of pain. Now it was so warm - 
steamy - under the covers. Joe kicked the quilt off with a keening wail. Several quick splashes of hot liquid hit 
Sav's belly at the same time his lover's pinch sent a delicious lance of ‘ouch’ spiderwebbing across his chest. 
The roaring in his ears and balls escaped his mouth and the tiny slit-mouth below. "Merry Christmas!" he 
yelled. Seconds later, the two men collapsed all over each other limp, sticky, and giggling. 


"Where the fuck did that come from?" Joe panted 
"Wrong story, Ah guess." 

“Frosty the Snowman?" 

"Aye. Unlike us, the melty men. And gooey 


"The white part is right, though," winked Joe. 


"Maybe the exclaiming, too." 
"Merry Christmas fo all." Joe led off. 
"And to all a good night. Nighty-night, mate. So, you feel better now?" 


Joe snorted. "What do you think? Remind me to not even try to read that book in polite company for at least 


ten years." 


"For the grandkids, perhaps?" Getting the finger, Sav went on, "Forget ‘Papa Joe’, they'll have to call you ‘Papa 
Wood." 


"Oh, that is just.. so bad! You're one fucking irreverent son of a bitch sometimes," Joe groaned, even while 


waggling his eyebrows. 


Reluctantly, Sav rolled off and fished for the blankets and quilt. At night, they turned the heat down on the 
bus to save fuel and the sweat was cooling on his body. "Sleep well, luv. In the morning, you can have some 
more Christmas bad" They never went to bed not curled together or spooned; tonight, Sav held his lover in 
front of him. It might be well before morning that the constant friction and heat would bring another early 
Christmas gift. 
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Author's Notes: 
This is the morning after Joe let Sav do him the first time. No one had better quote that fucking song's lyrics. 


-1983 


It was a miracle they had stayed in a hotel the night before. One of the buses had had engine problems, and 
then some of the roadies got the flu thanks to below-freezing temperatures. The rest of them had partied 
hard and one thing had led to another. They still had a very early call. At 6:30AM they all shuffled and limped 
to the newly-fixed bus. Rick, Phil and Steve hadn't even been to bed and immediately crashed in the bunks. It 
was from there that Joe, ever-hungry, found himself fiddling about in the bus' excuse for a kitchen. There 


wasn't much ‘real! food on hand. He made due. 


"How do you want your eggs?" Joe asked. He was decidedly worse for the wear. Everyone gave him shit for 
being a lightweight, which he wasn't but unfortunately he'd been stupid enough to mix beer, vodka and wine the 
previous night. His head was killing him. To say nothing of his arse. Sav had a heavy hand, and other things, 


when he was excited. 
"Uh, cooked? In a pan? Other than that, I'm not fussy." 


That part was true enough. It seemed that Sav didn't have too much discretion as to what he put in his 
mouth, the opposite of who he put in his mouth. Joe's intended over-medium turned out to be scrambled 


after a few choice remembrances, but he doubted that either of them cared. 


"Thank you," Sav said, as Joe set the plate down in front of him. Having been in charge of the toast, Sav's 
contribution joined his a second later. "Got any jelly? Or honey?" 


"Not sure." Happy to have saved himself one sit-down at least, Joe rifled through the tiny fridge but found 
nothing. He checked the cupboards. Nada. "Sorry, looks like not.” But then he had an idea. There was always 
sugar around, for tea or coffee. And he knew there was some ancient baking things, somewhere. Right, in the 


overhead cupboard. "How about cinnamon and sugar?" 
"How about it, sugar?" Sav slurred at him, looking up to wink with a mouthful of eggs. 
"Morning-after weirdness aside, sounds good to me." Leveling a look at Sav, Joe mixed the two in a small cereal 


bowl for a minute and brought it with the spoon to their makeshift table, easing himself into the booth seat. 
He offered it to Sav first, who motioned for him to go ahead. 


Just as Joe was about to sprinkle the first spoonful onto his toast, Sav spoke up. "I can see how you're moving 
- was | too rough with you?" This was something Joe had never asked him, not that he'd ever have expected 


it. 
"No, no, I'm fine. l'm just sore. It's not serious." 
A hand, the fingers of which ended in bass callouses, closed around his wrist. "Look at me." 


Why did they have to do this? Joe would rather just live with it and not discuss it. And what if one of the 
others heard? He scowled into his tea, but then he met Sav's eyes, daring him to look away first. It drew out, 
and then Sav did, which surprised him. Feeling a minor victory, Joe insisted, "| have no complaints about the 


sex. You're enthusiastic and | asked for another round, and there you go. No harm, no foul.” 

"But" 

"Shut up, Sav. | said, I'll be fine. Unless you want to offer your arse as consolation, don't worry about it" 

Sav, who'd been gazing out the window for the last few seconds, swung his eyes round like a whip. They might 
have been ice, fire, or both at that moment. Wondering if anyone else had dared suggest this option to Sav 


recently, Joe took a big bite of cinnamon-sugar toast and chewed, waiting for what, he wasn't sure. 


"Hot damn!" Sav jumped to his feet, eyes darting toward the sleeping area. "Yes!" 


201 


Author's Notes: 
Speculation only. Mostly Joe this chapter. 


-20l 


It was only living together, and not full-time. Only on the bus, when they were not in a hotel and when the 
wives were not present. Not marriage or civil union, things both of them had avoided discussing thus far. Two 
years he'd spent, one call and meeting, at a time, moving toward this. Thirty-one, if one counted their entire 
existence as Def Leppard, since their first tour. He never wanted to move too fast with Sav, as if a false 
start would scare him off forever. The second, new, bus would be theirs, and the herbivores could be on their 
own. That was his excuse. After years' worth of work and saving, he'd finally been able to purchase it. The day 
before the title was signed, he'd taken the virtual tour for the hundredth time: stood in the galley and walked 
through the more traditional bunks to the empty back lounge, making his plans. 


Joe did turn over then in their shared bed in some nameless hotel, slowly, rolling up on one elbow so he could 
gaze down into Sav's face, semi-ashamed at the tenor of his thinking. One couldn't force love, not and come out 
human. It was just that he'd held on to this dream for so long. And there was Sav beside him now, gilded 
silvery-blue in the light of the waning moon streaming in through the window they'd forgot to close again, so 
still, so warm, breathing. Even now, hours after they'd fallen into bed, his parted lips were still swollen and 
bruised-looking. Shadows fell on the little indents made by the force of Joe's earlier attentions. The way Sav 
was in bed, it wasn't like his day-to-day persona in the least. The word was "fey" - shy as a maiden one 


moment, avenging dragon the next. 


Such thoughts made it muted agony not to rub against something now. He could move closer and press himself 
against a thigh.. wake him up slowly.. kiss Sav into consciousness. No, that wouldn't be fair after keeping him up 
half the night, and Sav with a 1:00 am. call, an interview. What made any half-intelligent person think rockstars 
were up at such an hour? A fifty-something man with two days’ stubble on his face shouldn't look so innocent 
in his sleep. A lump in his throat, Joe recalled the words of a lullaby from his early childhood, gone by the 
wayside by the time he'd fallen off his first bike. 


Sleep my child and peace attend thee 
All through the night 
He couldn't recall any other words, so Joe's mind turned again to logistics: moving the bus from the factory to 


one of their stops, insuring the beast, telling the rest of the band and everyone else, hiring a driver, calls to 
all and sundry. 


There was a change in the bassist's breathing, a slight snore, and his body seemed to take on more awareness 
of itself. Slowly he opened his eyes. Joe knew he should probably feign sleep or at least quit staring, but it was 
too late. After a surprised moment Sav's arms slid around him. "Everything alright?" 

"Huh? Oh. Yes. Everything's fine. Too wound up to sleep." 


"Mmm." Sav started, and then yawned. "K. Love you, you know." 


Joe knew it must be true, as unbelievable as it still seemed. He would just have to keep reminding himself. 
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Author's Notes: 
This would have taken place in the back of the van that Joe used to ‘borrow! from work to schlep the band 
and their equipment to early gigs. Ist person POV, Joe's. After the New Year's Eve gig. Very PWP. 
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The first time Sav went down on me wasn't at all what | thought it would be. Steve was driving, Rick up front 
with him holding a map, Pete passed out on the floor in his coat, curled into a ball. It was fucking freezing but 
in the heat of the moment, when | made some crack about the Owls' latest lost drive and he snarled some 
obscenity in return, | fired off, "Oh, suck it! and grabbed my crotch in his general direction. That was all it 
took. Instead of hesitation and stalling, he pushed me back on the floor and scrabbled with my fly. My cock 
flew immediately up, hard before he even got his mouth anywhere near it. For weeks, I'd been wanting just 
that and holding myself in check while the ebb and flow vibe either saw the light of day or was shot down by 


avoidance. 


Back between the amps, every pull of Sav's lips, wrapped almost too tightly, pulled my completion closer to the 
light. The mere act of him opening his mouth to take me in was almost enough, but no, an unexpected tongue- 
dance on my prick and the low light shadowing hollowed cheeks - | was going to have to get to know his other 
characteristics in the dark and how they might pleasure a man. He looked up at me, fierce and docile at once, 
studying every reaction, adjusting. It was almost embarrassing. With each forearm on one of my thighs and his 
long fingers helping out with touches to even more sensitive areas, Sav was in total control and | was a wreck. 


Every incoherent whine and tremble that my body let loose with was his. 


Swallowing deep, how did he know how to open his throat like that? Unstoppable, forgetting breath as he strove 
to make me come. His tongue slithered everywhere, till | couldn't hold back. Bursts of light behind my lids, 
bursts of white, all the pressure unravelled while | heard myself try not to howl around the side of my 
bitten-on hand. He took it all and asked for more, not with words, but by stilling his up-and-down slide and 
simply staying, wet heat around my spent self till, deprived as it had been, there was life once again. 


2012 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter is set in 2012 so they'd have their own bus to themselves, but the ‘slob’ factor could have been 


any time. 


Happy anti-Valentine's Day! 


-2012 


Whatever anyone else thought of him, Sav knew the truth: Joe was a slob. For those who thought he was a 
neat freak, that was only thanks to his housekeepers. The man seemed to leave a trail of empty beer botes, 
gum wrappers, used matches, bits of paper he was forever shredding in his mobile fingers, guitars he'd been 
playing and not bothered to put away, and, at least twice a day, discarded sets of clothes several times his 
body length. Although Sav didn't mind too much when the end result was a naked Joe, gods, was he ever sick 
and tired of all the extra cleaning, and they were only three days into the tour! Now that they were the only 


band members who shared the space and ideology of ‘carnivore’, there was no one else to blame it on 


Waking up in their tangled sheets for the third morning in a row, Sav stretched and got up to make the daily 
first trip to the loo.. And promptly fell on his face. Joe's trainers had been tossed haphazardly by the bed, not 
just one pair but three, and other shoes and sandals besides. Sav perused the converted back lounge while 
rubbing his sore toe and knee. There was more clutter showing than there was floor. Shaking his head, he 


levered himself to his feet. Something would need to be done about this. 


Returning to the pheremone-reeking room feeling much emptier and in a slightly better mood, Sav slid the 
curtains aside and cranked open windows to let in the light and let out the smell of rampant rutting. He hoped 
it didn't stop the hearts of any birds or insects who might happen through the escape of its thick fug. As he 
turned toward the bed, his eyes lingered on his naked Joe, laid out like a feast on his back with legs spread in 
roughly the configuration of a capital "A", one arm thrown to the side and the other out and bent at ninety 
degrees, his morning erection gently pulsing on his lower belly. Despite the state of the room and the narrow 


hallway to the tiny loo as well, Sav found he was drooling from two orifices. 


He sat at the edge of the bed and shook Joe's shoulder. ".MMmph. Wot izzit, lad? Want more?" The singer's 


morning rasp would have made a nun blush. 


Sav decided to take the piss out of him a bit. Being not much of a morning person - other than in one distinct 
way - Joe probably wouldn't even catch on till it was too late. "Nope. | want this disaster area you're calling a 


bedroom cleaned up. Not to mention the rest of the bus and the bathroom..!" He gave a mock horrified gasp. 


"You really have no aim at all, Joe." He made sure to keep his back to his lover, who was sure to spot the un- 


dealt-with morning wood before anything else. 


‘Oh, realleh. Who are you, my mum?" True, Sav's mini-rant had sounded a bit parental, even he could admit to 


that. However.. 


"If | am, then it's quite a miracle how | managed to birth you before | was even born, not to mention the 


nature of our relationship." 


"Speaking of which..” Joe cracked one eye open and pointed. "How ‘bout you tend to your partner's needs?" He 
gave a wide grin like a lazy lion, flashing his incisors and flexing his arms, then whatever muscle it was that 
made his dick jump. 


What a greedy bastard, Sav thought, trying not to smile. "You really are the worst bus-mate ever, you know," 
he shot back. But who was he to turn down such an offer, phrased as a demand though it was? 


As answer, Joe parted his legs further and bent his knees. "C'mere, then. I'll make up for it. You can have me, 


this time.." Sav's ass was thankful for that, and the rest of him, too. 


It was heavenly, being on top and taking. Sav worked himself into that tight socket and spent and spent himself, 
writhing on top of a body part buttered leather, part scratchy hair, while Joe clamped onto him and pulled his 
hair and clawed his arse. Whatever dreams he'd been having must've been wild; before Sav had thrust half a 


dozen times he'd made another mess, hot juice coming in bursts between their already sticky, sweaty torsos. 


They lay panting, and after a bit, Joe flipped his lover off him and stetched. "So, if that didn't make it up to 


you, how about | cook you brekkie?" 


Sav was willing to forget about it and pay for extra housekeeping service out of his own pocket, but there was 
no way he'd tell Joe about that. "See that you don't burn it," he said, instead. But he laughed anyway when his 


frontman reached over, kissed him firmly, and then tickled him to within an inch of his life. 


2022 


Author's Notes: 
*This chapter should have been posted a month ago. I've been hemming and hawing about if and how to 
continue what they've started. You'll have to settle for this, for now. 


*At no time did Joe and Sav actually wear the clothes mentioned here at the same time for any photos or 


performances. 


*I'm playing with lyrics, video clips, and other stuff seen online again. If you don't know Diamond Star Halos, 


you'll have to take it face value. 


*They might seem like they're arguing but they're just [affectionately] taking the piss out of each other. 


-2022, following the Whisky-a-Go-Go show after-party 


Joe's seething had gone next level by the time they made it to the bus. Given inflation, a full-sized, gas- 
guzzling, customized coach was far from economical but in LA weekend traffic, it would be hours back to their 
rented practice space and hotel nearby to it. Since its acquisition, the Elliott-Savage bus provided them private 
space to blow off steam or sleep. God knew they felt more keenly every year how they didn't have forever 


for either of those things. 


High time to get on to the business at hand. It was always the same at the beginning of tour. They'd never 
taken more than a year off, certainly not two while not seeing each other in person at all during that span. 
The jonesing had never raged so intense, nor the magnitude of Joe's possessiveness. Only concentrated effort 
allowed him to keep his eyes not glued to his bassist, though he slipped constantly. The combination of song 
lyrics and Sav's latest fashion choice had driven Joe to a four-hour boner with no chemical help and pique a 


hundred times the size of the thing in his pants. 


"IFs going to be a great opening number," Sav opined thoughtfully, referring to the one song from the new 
album they'd performed live. He had his back to Joe, pouring them each a - what else? - whisky. They were 
never without a supply of good single malt. As it was their bus after all, he himself had insisted on cut crystal 


stemware, shot glasses, tumblers, etc. 


"So then, Savage. ls that how its gonna be with you this summer: ‘fake what you like if you lke what you see.. 
it sure ain't for free! What's the price to take you, exactly? Because people are bloody well getting a look at the 
goods for free." Joe pointed with his eyebrows at Sav's shirt, undone except the button above his belt buckle. 
"Ten grand? Fifty? Used to be that we chose who, and we got it for free." 


"Don't be ridiculous! Wait till we're on the road. You'll be in line for all that and more. All you have to do is hike 
up the hem of your shirt a little. One of us has to keep up.. interest" 


‘Izzat why Phil's suddenly wearing his shirt every gig? Did you pay him off?" 
Sav sidestepped that one. Every’ gig? We've had all of two!" 
"Three - Kimmel counts as two." 


"Whatever. Since when do you have a problem with how | dress? And what about you, hm? This sounds like 
the fallout of a BDSM session gone wrong: ‘you let me take it alone, you left me down on my knees" 


"You'd know" 
"No thanks to you." 


The granite façade finally cracked. "We did have our times, didn't we?" Holding out his hand, Joe seemed 
disconcerted when only a heavy rocks glass, amber liquid sloshing in the bottom, landed in it. "Unlikely we'll ever 
do that one live," was just an afterthought. He caught a flash of blue eyes before Sav was across their back 
lounge bedroom again, flicking his hair away from his face, deliberately closing and locking the door. 


"Yes, we did. Alone and together. Same as always, just like | just said." 


Joe tossed back his drink. "In case | haven't made myself clear: the thought of anyone else touching you never 


did sit well with me," he glowered again, but it carried bits of desperation and humor as well 


The silence dragged out. Sav took a slug of the strong alcohol, feeling it burn down his cesophagus while every 
inch of himself got visually picked over at close range. It was second nature, how he straightened up, cocked a 


hip, pulled in his gut. "Do | need to refund Phil now?" 


"Cheeky bugger! Can't you be serious for one minute?" In spite of what he said, Joe grinned wide enough his 


dimple made an appearance under the ends of his newly-white hair. 


"Oh | am. Dead serious, me. We are not going to turn IOO% exclusive at this late date." Nothing like stating the 
obvious. The occasional night was worth the sting of conscience each time, after. Plus they had appearances to 


keep up. "Between your little protégés and my.. tastes, you're very well served." 


Joe threw him a look that told him to prove it. It was always like this, even now, now and forever. Tension built 
and built fueled by what they did on stage, and backstage by innuendo, posturing and filthy looks till one of 
them made a move. Didn't matter this was hardly their first time, not even their first time since 


reconnoitering for rehearsals. 


Though he was trying not to squirm under the piercing, unrelenting stare, Sav started to sweat and shifted his 
weight, a handless adjustment. He knew for a fact that Joe was hard and hurting. The singer's stance gave him 
away every time if it wasn't already obvious. He was, too, since mounting the stairs of the bus. Swallowing 
more of his drink, he started to toe off his pointed white shoes, his feet were killing him. Nearby, Joe was 
about to shrug out of his blood red suit jacket. Both of them growled almost simultaneously, "No, leave them 


on." "leave it on" 


His half-full tumbler fell to the floor. Sav didn't even bitch about it, he flew the four steps across the room, 
pushed the taller vocalist down on the bed and climbed on top, thick thighs opening wide to straddle restless 
hips. 


2022, Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Now that this is the final day of the Stadium tour, here we are back at the beginning of it. This chapter 


directly follows the previous chapter. 
Just two blokes getting off together. Pure smut. 
As before, italics for song lyrics. Also pulling heavily from Capt Slog (DL vlogs). 


Warning for: Mentions of certain kinks (shoes, partially clothed, tattoos, w/s, cumming in hair) + BDE for the 


extra-sensitive. No penetration, for those of you who either need it or don't like it. 


"Put your mouth on me!" gasped Joe, his hands immediately going around Sav's sides to pull him closer, then 
sliding down his back to his arse for both their pleasure. He'd loosened his tie and undone his top shirt button, 
but otherwise he was still entirely covered except for his head and hands. Sav pressed down on him, heat, 
muscle, bones and bone, and just like always Joe felt a renewed rush up under his rib cage and in his overladen 
jewels with every squirm. The wavy blond mane hung down around their faces.. Yeah, Sav's face had changed 
more than could be explained due to just intervening years but even without the spackle they inevitably got 
coated with for gigs and photo ops it was unmistakably his best friend, one of the few people he had ever 
completely given himself to where it hadn't come back to haunt him. Just Sav humping on him was going to 
make him come off fast and messy like when they'd been young, impressionable and horny as fuck, something 


he'd resigned himself to hours ago. 


Those lips were on him now, not on his own lips but his throat under his tipped-up chin, a two-handed assault 
going on at his collar and all he could do was lay there panting and writhing, his hands flexing on Sav's butt. 
"Better hurry, | can't wait!" Joe gritted out. His tie went flying across the room and he felt his shirt 
unbuttoned and parted then bassist fingers clawed through his fur. 


"You can and you will," Sav told him. 


Joe had his paws all over Sav's legs, down to his ankles where the flared legs of his trousers’ cloth folded 
over and concealed his footwear. "Dammit, so much for shoe kink.. show me your tits!" Fascinated as a fangirl 
by the new tats adorning Sav's torso, there was something that a man could do to further decorate him, 


nothing new there either but it always added to their unshakable bond. 


With a knowing look and a snort, Sav reared upright and slithered out of his jacket and mostly open dress shirt. 
"Come on, man," he rumbled from low down in his chest. His skin gleamed softly under the recessed lighting, 


pink nips on high alert. 


Joe's enormous hands covered him there, fingers tracing the new ink. His irises had faded to a washed-out 
spring green like the first new blades of grass poking out through snow, a sign of how exhausted he was and 
no wonder - they'd had a hell of a two-day marathon after such a long hiatus and Joe had never been one for 
the gym. "Gonna let me feel you up for half a minute?" It was still a shock to his mental picture of Sav, to see 
sharp, curved, blue-black lines adorning the right side of his torso and a darker, more densely inked design 
covering his left shoulder. Any time a bit would peek out, Joe just wanted to pin him to the nearest wall and 


lick the altered skin. 


‘I'd say get on top now baby, but that's your line," Sav's nostrils flared once. He wiggled backwards and went 
for Joe's belt. 


"Gimme a kiss." began the singer, more of a gasp and grunt to accompany definite unbuckling noises and pulling 


of clothes happening and Sav sitting directly on his balls. 


Sav hissed, "Don't even!" Then he couldn't speak for a minute, because fingers slid down into his pants and 


wrapped tightly around the overburdened ridge just waiting, begging for touch. 


"I think | should water your flowers, Sav." When he was horny, Joe spat out the cheesiest invitations but Sav 


loved how they pushed each other to think fast when blood was pooled in the little(r) heads. 


"No no, not in here." They'd never desecrated the bus in that manner, not wanting to deal with the 


consequences. 


At that point, Joe's shoes hit the floor and he heaved them over onto their sides. They ground together, 
painfully slow, dick to dick. "Then perhaps... | could fertilize them," he moaned. "Gods | need it, need you, Sav." He 
was just at the edge, reaching with his free hand to pet a certain spot at the base of Sav's spine that drove 


him into a tense arch. 


"Fucking hell! Fucking do it before your blueballs implode. Mix your seed with mine, your love with my love," 
Sav's mouth ran amok when he got close. All the rubbing and grinding and Joe wanking him off steadily while 
peering into his eyes, the two of them still half dressed, legs threaded together but with all their junk exposed 
and bunched between them had him rigid with the need to come. "White on white, Joe. One of these days I'm 


gonna shoot it in your hair." Haters be damned, Sav saw Joe's new hair color as another layer of attraction 


His statement of future intent provided the final straw. "Ungh! Now, Sav, now!" Hot liquid passion poured out in 
several powerful jets onto the intended target: vines and leaves and petals, cooling coating trickling downward in 


opaque runnels. 


The pair of them watched the movement of the artistic mess Joe had left. "Flows like a river going down to the 


ocean," he sing-songed under his breath. 


Not having given his own provision of milky medium yet, Sav was wild-eyed with the need for release. "I 
haven't had the stamina to cum enough to shoot dust since | was nineteen," he wheezed. His hips moved in 


abbreviated little swings. 
"One forgets. Now you," Joe demanded. He flexed his grip around the thudding pulse captured inside his fist. 
Ill ruin your suit.. these bespoke threads aren't cheap." 


"We've been experts in cum stain disguise and removal since 1919. Or we can let the staff handle it," purred 


Joe stroking up and down the velvety-hard cylinder. They shared a wink. "And anyway, just flop on your back." 


He leaned a little; Sav was already falling back in that direction. His specific muffled shriek that meant imminent 
orgasm rose on the cool air. Frothy cream exploded onto himself as well as on one of Joe's Christmas-red 
lapels, leaving darker and lighter stripes on skin and cloth. "Fuck! Aaaah!" Eyes now squeezed shut, Sav hissed 
his satisfaction through last splashes. When it was done, he groaned and shuddered, stretched and went slack. 


"So much, Sav, so much," whispered Joe, ten seconds from falling asleep between breaths. His fingers traced 
sticky paths through the goo and sparse hairs on his best mate's bare chest. He hadn't just meant the 
quantities of spunk. 


Not quite as somnolent - yet - Sav replied, "Love you, too. Now get yourself undressed so we can ‘ave a kip." 
Except in the coldest part of weather, Joe slept naked. AC didn't count. They both kept spare clothes on the 


bus so as not to be caught with their pants down, so to speak. 
"Wuz gonna have you leave those shoes on, but don’ wanna get kicked" 
"| wouldn't do that. Have | ever?" 


"Never. C'mere, luv." By then, Sav was fully undressed and Joe was too tired to give a shit. Holding out his 
arms lackadaisically, Joe pronounced Sav should get comfortable there. As they settled amongst a few yawns 
and sighs, the singer took his mate's wrist and guided it down. "You c'n lay your hand here." Sure enough, even 


at rest, it was a handful - just like the man himself. 


